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PETER 
x FIREFLY 


“AGNES DEERING MOORE 


“Peter! oh! Peter! Come in now, and get ready for bed.” 

“A’ right, Mother,” called Peter, “I'll be there, soon as I catch 
one more lightning bug. Let’s see, I have nine in my bottle now, | 
think. One—two—three—” Peter slowly began to count his little 
prisoners. It was a difficult task; they moved about so that he lost 
count very often. 

“Oh! dear! I do wish that they’d keep still, but I’m sure I have 
nine. Now, if I can get one more, I'll have more than any of the 
other boys. Oh! there’s one.” Peter made a grab for it, but to his 
dismay, it suddenly disappeared. 

“What became of it, I wonder? It can’t be very far away. 
I b’lieve it must have put out its light. I wonder how it is done.” 

While Peter was considering how a fire fly turns off its light, 
he was startled to hear voices close to him. The voices were very 
small, but he could tell by the conversation that the owners were 
greatly excited. 

“Oh! my dear!” said one little voice, “you don’t know how 
frightened I was. You can’t possibly imagine the horrible sensation 
it gives one to have something large and white with five long sticks 
attached to it, reach out and clutch at one.” 
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“T can imagine how frightened you were,” said the other little 
voice. ‘“What did you do?” 

“Fortunately, I turned off my lights just as the dreadful thing 
reached out to seize me. And to think that one of our family—the 
great Coleoptera family, of which we are a branch—should be treated 
in such a cruel and disrespectful manner! Oh! Oh! Look! There 
is the monster, right by this bush. It is called a boy. Puck told me 
so, and he knows. The boy is looking this way. Be careful.” 

“Perhaps if we ask the—the boy not to catch us, he won't.” 

“You might try. But judging by the terrible experience I had 
with him, this evening, I should say that your efforts would be in vain. 
However, I can fly away. Of course,” it added hastily, “I should 
be extremely sorry to leave you, my dear, but by all means talk to him, 
if you think best.” 

“Very well; I will,” quavered the timid little creature. “How 
shall I begin? Oh—m—m, dear boy, will you please not catch us, 
to put us into bottles, any more—I mean any of our friends and 
relatives 

Upon hearing himself thus addressed, Peter was so surprised that 


he nearly dropped his bottle of fireflies. 


“Who is speaking to me,” said Peter to himself. “I don’t see 
any one, so it must be a bug. I wish I knew where it is.” 

“Tt is I who am talking,” said the thin little voice. “If you will 
look on the bush beside you, you will see me. I am Mrs. Glowworm. 
Mr. Firefly has just been telling me of the terrible experience he had 
while on his way to call on me.” 

“And to think,” interrupted Mr. Firefly, “that you were the 
cause of all my distress.” 

“I!” exclaimed Peter, “Why, how could I be?” 

“You could and you did,” gravely asserted the firefly. 

“But what did I do?” Peter was very much perplexed. 

“Do?” snorted the firefly. “Why you nearly caught me, to put 
me into that stuffy old bottle.” 

“Oh!” said Peter. “But I didn’t know that it hurt you. See; 


_T have lots of lightning bugs in this bottle and they keep on lighting 


their lights the same as they do when they are in the grass. Does 
putting you into a bottle make you very uncomfortable>” 

“Does it make us uncomfortable? Well! All I have to say 
is, how would you like to be put in a stuffy old glass tank with a 
number of other boys?” 

“Oh! I shouldn’t like it at all,” said Peter. “But I didn’t think 
you minded much, and it is such fun to watch your lights go on and off.” 
“Yes; my lights are rather nice, aren’t they>” said the firefly 
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“While Peter was considering how a firefly turns off its lights, he was 
startled to hear voices...” 
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complacently. No one knows how we produce them. But if you 
think mine are beautiful, you should see those of my cousins in South 
America. They have lights that are lights. They have tail lights as 
well as side lights, and what is more—and what is more,” repeated 
the firefly impressively, “‘their—tail—lights—are—red. They are 
sometimes called railway beetles, because they use their red and green 
lights as signals. 

“T’ll tell you something else, too, if you'll promise not to tell 
the girls, because—goodness knows it is bad enough to be put into 
bottles. Well,” the firefly lowered its voice to a whisper, “the women 
down in South America (horrid place I call it) catch my poor cousins, 
and wear them in their hair for decoration. Now what do you think 
of that! Aren’t they cruel? They don’t seem to consider the poor 
fireflies’ feelings at all. KRRkemember: Don’t you tell the girls what 
I’ve told you just now. Far be it from me to put notions into their 
heads.” 

““Have you any children, Mr. Firefly? And do they look like 
you?” 

““Yes, indeed, I have some lovely children, but they all resemble 
their mother, Mrs. Glowworm. ‘They have no wings, but they have 
beautiful lights. Sometimes they give better lights than we fireflies 
do. The only really bad thing about them is that they eat up the 
small children of the other insects. They also eat snails. If they 
would confine themselves to snails, I should be very much pleased. 
You see, when the other creatures find out that my children have been 
eating their infants, they naturally become angry, and so at times are 
rather disagreeable. 

“When my children grow up, they will look like their mother, 
who is really a very handsome lady, especially when she is all lit up, 
or they will change into beautiful fireflies and be like me.” 

“T am very proud of the little dears,” murmured the glowworm. 
“But come, Mr. Firefly, we must be going, for I am getting tired, 
sitting here on this bush, and besides, it is time for this boy to be in 
bed. I heard his mother calling him, long ago.” 

“T think I hear her now,” said Peter, “and so I must go, too. 
Do you—”’ he hesitated and looked longingly at his bottle of fire- 
flies. ‘Do you think, if I leave the bottle open, the fireflies will crawl 
out? I didn’t think that they minded being kept in the bottle, but I 
don’t want to keep them shut up, if it hurts them.” 
= **Just you leave it open, and they'll crawl out all right,” said the 

refly. 

“Oh! I will,” said Peter. “And I shall never catch any of you 
again. Good-by.” 
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Kato behaved in a very strange manner. He stood outside the 
Hibbards’ kitchen door, and barked and yelped and whined. His tail 
wagged furiously, and he was trembling all over with eagerness. 

Once Mrs. Hibbard went to the door and looked out, but she 
saw nobody, so she closed the door and returned to her breakfast 
preparations. Her two little daughters and their father were already 
seated at the dining room table, and she had no time to bother about 
the excited St. Bernard. 

After a while, Mae and Fannie Hibbard started to school. It 
was a frosty November morning, and a light snow was falling. Mrs. 
Hibbard bundled them up warmly and kissed them good-by. 

She had barely closed the front door behind them, before Kato 
came racing around the side of the house. With an excited yelp, he 
leaped up the porch steps. Then he turned and ran toward the street. 
When he had gone a little way, he stopped and looked back at them, 
whining coaxingly. His big bushy tail kept fanning the air; his brown 
eyes were sparkling. 

“What on earth is the matter with Kato?” wondered Mae. 

““Let’s follow him, and see,” suggested Fannie. “We'll have 
time before school opens.” 

When the dog saw that they were coming, he barked joyously, 
then bounded off through the snow, toward a vacant lot near the 
corner. 

The girls hastened after him, eager to know what they would 
find. Kato stopped at a clump of tall weeds near the rear of the lot, 
sniffed the ground, then straightened up with a yelp of delight. Mae 
reached the spot first; she leaned down and parted the tangled weeds. 
Suddenly she gave a little scream. 

““What is it?” exclaimed Fannie; then she, too, bent and looked. 
“Why, they’re kittens!”’ she cried. “‘And the old mother cat is gone.” 

There were five of them, cuddled together, snug and warm. The 
weeds had protected them from the snow. When Mae lifted one of 
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the little furry bodies, it wriggled and squirmed and uttered a tiny 
“‘meow-w!”’ 

The girls gathered all of them into their arms, and started back 
to the house, Kato bounding ahead with the contentment that comes 
from a duty well performed. But before they got home, the mother 
cat, who had been foraging for food, found that her home had been 


“The girls gathered all of them into their arms.” 


robbed. Uttering a pitiful cry of distress, she caught up with the girls, 
as they reached the front door. She arched her back and spat at Kato, 
and the hair on her tail stood out in anger. But Kato didn’t hate 
cats. He was too big-hearted to hate anything which he could crush 
with one of his huge paws. So he only lay down on the porch and 
looked at her good-naturedly, while his tail thumped the floor in a 
friendly way. 

Presently Mrs. Hibbard came out and took the kittens inside. 
Afterward she made a warm bed for them beside the kitchen stove. 
The mother cat seemed immensely pleased with her new home, and 
she showed her appreciation by becoming the warmest of friends with 


Kato. 
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Chapter V 
UNCLE NOBLE LEARNS SOMETHING 


When Prudence went into her house, she found her mother watch- 
ing for her from the bedroom window. 

“Come here, Prudence. I have something for you; Uncle Noble 
was here, and left this box for you. He said that he had gotten a 
block away from home when he realized that he had forgotten the box, 
and then he went back to get it.” 

““What is in it?” asked Prudence, going over toward her mother. 

“Tt is a box of candy. You might eat a few pieces and save the 
rest for tomorrow, and then share it with your little friends, for it is 
not nice to eat it all alone.” 

“Will you have some now?” asked Prudence, holding the box 
open before her mother, for she remembered not to be selfish. 

“Thank you, dear,” said Mrs. Pearly, taking a piece. ‘‘Now 
close the box, after you have had some, and put it away until to- 
morrow.” 

“Yes; I'll do that,” said Prudence. “Mother, do you know, I 
was awfully mean to the girls today; then I tried to be unselfish after- 
ward, and I think that is the reason Uncle Noble remembered to go 
back for the candy, for at first I wouldn’t share what I had. I wanted 
to keep those lemon drops I had, just for myself, then afterward I was 
sorry and gave them for our dolls’ picnic.” 

“Yes, little daughter, you are right; the good comes to us when 
we think first of others, and Mother is very glad you learned 
your lesson so well. Now run and wash your face and hands, for 
Uncle Noble is coming back to dine with us, and I want you to be all 
ready when he comes.” 

“Why! here he comes now. .I see him coming up the walk. 
I'll hurry,”” and Prudence left the window to run to her own little room, 
where she was soon busy washing her face and hands and brushing her 
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hair. It was not long before she appeared in a fresh white apron with 
} pink bows on the shoulders, and ready to greet her uncle. 


“With the little girl upon his knee, Uncle Noble asked to hear about the garden.” 


“Well! well! if here isn’t Prudence, looking just like a little pink 
flower, and I suppose you are a happy girl?” 
“Oh! yes, indeed; and, Uncle Noble, the candy is so nice; | 


thank you very much.” 
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“T suppose you and your playmates will have a party tomorrow 
under the trees?” 

“Yes, Uncle Noble, that is just what we'll do. Won't you 
come?” 

“Perhaps I will come; then I'll see what good girls you three 
are, and I'll hear all the secrets.” 

“Oh! but, Uncle Noble, I'll tell you a secret now. Put your 
head down, for no one else must hear,” and Prudence pulled her 
uncle down to her and whispered, “I know where there is a beautiful 
garden. I'll tell you all about it, if you would like me to. Shall | 
tell you?” 

““Yes; indeed, I am very much interested in gardens, especially 
flower gardens.” 

“All right; I'll tell you all about it after dinner, for there’s the 
bell now,” said Prudence, taking her uncle by the hand and leading 
him across the hall to the dining room, where her mother awaited them. 

A little later, seated in the parlor with the little girl upon his 
knee, Uncle Noble asked to hear about the wonderful garden. 

“Faith and Patience and I found it,” said Prudence. “‘And oh! 
it is just beautiful; but, Uncle Noble, you have to find your own gate 
and your own key, before you can go inside.” 

“Won't you let me go through your gate, and lend me your key? 
For I think you have found a key,” said the uncle. 

“Yes, I have found my gate and a key that fits, but I can’t let 
you have mine. It wouldn’t do for you. You are so big, you will 
need a big gate and a big key.” 

Uncle Noble laughed. “You are right, Prudence. I'll begin 
to look for my gate right away, as soon as can. Will you help me?” 

“How can I help you? I am so little.” 

“Of course you can help me. Did you never hear how the mouse 
helped the lion?” 

“No. Oh! tell it! tell it, do! Mother, Uncle Noble is going to 
tell me a story,” called out Prudence to her mother, who sat across 
the room from them, looking over some papers. 

““Well, once upon a time,” began her uncle, “there was a big 
lion, and while taking a walk, one day, in the forest, he walked right 
into a large net, made of rope. The lion found that he was held 
fast by the rope. He tried many times to get out, but every time he’d 
move, the rope would wind tighter about him. A tiny mouse came 
along. Seeing the lion in so much trouble, the little mouse set to work 
at once to help him. The kind-hearted mouse gnawed the rope with 
its sharp little teeth, and the lion got safely out and away.” 
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“Did he thank the mouse for letting him get away?’ asked 
- Prudence. 

“Yes, I think he did, for he was a very polite lion.” 

“Did you thank Uncle Noble for the candy >” asked Mrs. Pearly, 
looking up. 

“Yes; a long time ago, before we had dinner,” answered 
Prudence. 

‘Now I must.go, Prudence,” said Uncle Noble. “I'll look dili- 
gently for my key, and tell you if I find it.” 

“T thought I was going to help you look for it,” said Prudence, 
looking disappointed. 

““Why, you've helped me already, little Prudence, so that I shall 
know just the right direction in which to look,” answered her uncle, 
soothingly. 

Soon after her uncle had left, Prudence said good night to her 


mother, and went to bed, to dream of the flowers in the wonderful 


garden. 
(To be continued) 
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AUNT JO 
LIDA R. HARDY TALKS 


GOD'S GIFT OF THE FLOWERS 

We have learned about the seeds, the plants, the trees, and now 
in regular order comes the sweetest of all, the flowers. The part that 
we love, and the part of the plant that is the most beautiful, is the 
flower or blossom. 

The complete flower is made up of four sets of parts, the petals, 
the sepals, the stamens, and the pistils. The petals taken together are 
called corolla. The sepals together are called the calyx. The stamen 
consists of a threadlike stalk on the top of which is a two-celled box 
called the anther, which holds the pollen. The pistil is made up of 
the ovary, which holds the seeds. The style is a threadlike stalk which 
bears at the top the stigma, a round body on which the pollen falls. 
The pollen looks like yellow dust. ‘When the anther is ripe, the 
cells split open and the pollen falls out. Every flower must have 
pollen if the plant is to bear seed. Sometimes when you look into a 
flower, you see some of the pollen sticking to the stigma of the pistil. 
At the lower end of the pistil, you remember, is the ovary. In the 
ovary there are little round bodies, like tiniest eggs, filled with a juice 
called protoplasm. In each tiny egg there is a wee dark spot. These 
little round bodies are called ovules. The grains of pollen which we 
saw sticking to the top of the pistil, came down through the threadlike 
stalk (the style) to help the little ovules to become seeds; after the 
pollen found its way into the ovules, the little round bodies became real 
seeds with a wee baby plant inside of each one. 

All the time that the plant mother is working to bring up new - 
plant babies for the next year, the roots and the leaves are busy as 
can be, getting food ready for both the mother and the babies. 

When we walk out under the trees and among the plants, let 
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us think about this marvelous God-given plant wisdom. People who 
do not give thought to the flowers, think of them only as little things 
that nod in the breezes and smile in the sunshine; but we have found 
that flowers and plants are doing a wonderful work in the world. 


“These children . . . carry water to real flowers.” 


Henry Ward Beecher, speaking of flowers, said: “Happy is the 
man that loves flowers! loves them for their own sakes, for their beauty, 
the joy they have given and always will give; so that he would sit down 
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among them as friends and companions, if there was not another crea- 
ture on earth, to admire or praise them!” 

Thinking boys and girls see in every blossom something akin to 
their souls. Under the microscope, we can see the tiny moving grains. 
We cannot see the power that moves them, but we know it is there, 
just as we know that it is within ourselves. This wonderful power is 
ever guiding and helping both plants and people to make the world 
better because they have been placed in it. 

In the kindergarten the children love to play a game called, 
“Watering the Flowers,” Frobel says when these children are older 
they will want to have a little garden of their own, and will carry 
water to real flowers. They will find that all living things need care 
and love, and that love must show itself in action. When these chil- 
dren grow to be men and women, they will have developed in them- 
selves the very highest type of love, self-sacrificing love, which is the 
greatest power in all the world. 

Jesus Christ lived close to nature. He never had a church to 
teach in. He didn’t want any. He taught the people through stories 
—the sweetest ever told. And some of the most beautiful ones were 
told as he walked by the lakeside or among the hills or valleys. He 
loved always to be in God’s wonderful out-of-doors. 

Through stories he connected God’s truth with the common every- 
day things that the people knew about. One day he plucked a lily, 
and as he earnestly looked into the faces of his listeners, he said some- 
thing like this: Think about this lily of the field! Think about the 
way in which it grows! It does no fussing nor fuming nor worrying. 
It just grows, in sweetest innocence and meekness, and God takes care 
of it. 

His lesson was this: Do not cherish thoughts which bring into 
your life discontent and unhappiness. Go inside of yourself where 


God is. There you will find meekness, peace, and joy, and every- 
thing you need. 


Dear Wees—The August Wee Wisdom will be our birthday 
number. We are going to give you many stories by our young 
authors, Booster letters, and other features which we know that 
you will enjoy. Booster letters meant for the birthday number 
must be sent to us very soon, as we are now preparing for the 


August Wee Wisdom.—THE Eprror. 


| 


WEE WISDOM 


How HAPPINESS COMES 


CLARA May FLETCHER BAIRD 


Once upon a time, a very little girl and a very small boy made a 

wonderful discovery. They found out how happiness comes. 
_ It was at the breakfast table, one bright, sunny morning, when 
the little girl heard her aynt say something about happiness and wish- 
ing for happiness to come. As soon as breakfast was over, the very 
little girl called her playmate, a very small boy, to tell him what her 
aunt had said about happiness and about wishing that it would come. 
Then the two decided that they would hunt about, to find out how 
happiness comes. 

So the very little girl and the small boy clasped hands, and ran 
down to the big pile of rocks _where their fairy liked best to stay. 

“Fai ‘airy, fairy,”’ they sang; “we have a question for you to answer, 
please.” 

““What can it be>”’ asked the fairy. 

““We want to know how happiness comes,” the children an- 
swered. 

“Um-mh! Just watch me and you can soon tell how happiness 
comes. I am busy every moment, and I am always happy,”’ the little 
fairy replied. 

Then the very little girl and the small boy looked at their fairy, 
and they watched her ever so closely, but they didn’t find out how 
happiness comes. 

The two ran down to the big meadow and called to the sun- 
beams there: 

“Sunbeams, sunbeams,” they sang out; “we have a question for 
you to answer, please.” 

“What can it be?”’ the sunbeams asked. 

“Oh! we want to know how happiness comes.” 

“Why! why!” brightly answered the sunbeams, “just look at 
us, and you can see how happiness comes. We are always very busy, 
and of course, happy every moment. We have much to do for the 
earth people.” 

Then the very little girl and the small boy watched and watched 
the happy sunbeams, but they didn’t find out how happiness comes. 
So the two skipped away to the little cave where the winds came to 
tune their whistles. 
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“Big winds, little winds,” they sang out; “please answer a ques- 
tion for us.” 
*““What can it be?” whistled out the winds in the cave. 
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“Big winds, little winds, . . . please answer a question for us.” 


““We want to know how happiness comes.” 
“Whew! whew!” the winds whistled; “‘just listen to us, busily 
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tuning our whistles, and you can soon tell how happiness comes. We 
are busy every moment and always happy.” 

The very little girl and the small boy listened and listened to 
the winds as they tuned their whistles, but still they didn’t find out how 
happiness comes. 

Then the two went over to the field which was being newly 
ploughed by a kind farmer. ; 

“Farmer! farmer!” they sang out; “will you please answer a 
question for us?” 

“Surely, if I can,” he replied. “What is your question?” 

“We want to know how happiness comes.” 

“Oh! that is easy,” the kind farmer smilingly said. “Just watch 
me, and you will see how happiness comes. I have so much to do for 
myself and others, that I am busy and happy every moment.” 

Then the very little girl and the small boy stood a long, long time 
watching the farmer. Finally, they turned away, though not at all 
sure how happiness comes. When they came to the big maple tree at 
the edge of the green meadow, they sat down to rest and to think. 

“Well,” said the very little girl, “it must be something about 
moments. The fairy, the sunbeams, the winds, and the farmer all 
answered just the same way: ‘They were happy and busy every 
moment.” 

“Oh! I know, I know now, how happiness comes,” the small 
boy cried out. “I know; it comes with every moment.” 

“*That’s it! That’s it!’’ laughed the very little girl. When we are 
busy doing good for ourselves and others, we are happy every moment. 

“‘Let’s run now, to tell Auntie, so she, too, will know how happi- 
ness comes.” 


NIGHT AND DAY 


When I run about all day, 
When I kneel at night to pray, 
God sees. 


When I’m dreaming in the dark, 
When I lie awake and hark, 
God sees. 


Need I ever know a fear? 
Night and day my Father’s near— 
God sees. 
—Selected. 
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SHADOWS 


My shadow is a funny thing 
That has a funny way, 
Of never coming in my sleep 


Or on a cloudy day. 


Sometimes it keeps just at my feet, 
Sometimes it’s at my side; 
Sometimes, to play a trick on me, 


It runs away to hide. 
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And it may go ahead of me, 
Or follow as if led; 
But anywhere that it may be, 


It's never overhead. 


Sometimes it stretches long and thin, 
Sometimes it's short and fat; 


And each time I play bareheaded, 


It never wears a hat. 
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One day I saw a shadow on 
The ground in front of me; 
It had two wings, a tail, a head: 


But no feet could I see. 


I started out to capture it; 
I ran with all my might, 
But pretty soon it struck a tree, 


And passed out of my sight. 


And then I looked up to the sky, 
To see if it were there, 


And sure enough, the shadow was 


A hawk high in the air. 
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The grapevine leaves have shadows, 


That dance upon the grass; 
They skip and jump, first here, then 
there, 
Then up and down they pass. 


And if I put down both my feet, 
To catch and hold them, so, 

Why, just as lively as before, 
This way and that, they go. 
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My daddy has a shadow, too, 
Days when the sun is bright, 
And sometimes, when the lamp is lit, 


His shadow comes at night. 


Once he was reading in a book, 
And on the study wall, 

So fine and clear, and like my dad, 
I saw his shadow fall. 
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I took a crayon from my box, f 
And with the greatest care, 


I drew some lines, the best I could, 


To hold his shadow there. 


But in the morning it was gone! i 


And Mother asked me who, i 
‘ — Of all the folks, did I suppose, 
— Those funny scratches drew. 
‘a " I've tried and tried and tried again, 
To hold a shadow fast, 
LG f But when I think I've got it done, | 
I find it does not last. 
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ROYAL, 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—AlH Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


Secretary 


Dear Unity—Mother is going to subscribe for Wee Wisdom for me. I 
shall get it on my birthday; I shall be so tickled! I get lonesome without having 
it to read, for I love Wee Wisdom so much.—Eva L. Winters. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You were given to me by my mother. I enjoy 
reading you very much. [I like the stories and the Puzzle Page best.—CGoldie 
Frerichs. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the stories you contain very much. I got Wee 
Wisdom for my birthday. I am proud to be a subscriber of you.—Austin 
P. Leach. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for three months, and [| like 
you very much. I can hardly wait until you come. I like “Peter Pan’’ and 
Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks, best.—Victoria Lewis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. I think all your stories are 
beautiful, but I like best, “The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ “Peter Pan,” 
and Young Authors. I always read you from cover to cover.—Ethel Sapp. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. [I like best of all The Prayer 
of Faith; it helps me in many ways. ‘Then next, I like, “A Trip Through 
Unity Buildings.” My aunt sent me a subscription to you, and [ am glad that 
she did; you will help me to be good.—Charles B. Johnson. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for a year now, and I couldn’t do 
without you. I like all the stories; but I like best, ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and 
the Key.” —Evelyn Herzler. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like best Magic Pillows, 
““Peter Pan,”’ and ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”—Nelson Griggs. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My aunt had you sent to me, and I was very glad 
that she did. I hope God blesses the hands that make it.—Evelyn Ford. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for nearly two years, and of 
course, I like you very much. I think I like best the stories and poems, and the 
Bible Lessons, which are very helpful in getting my Sunday school lessons. 
My brother also likes the stories, especially ““The Garden, the Gate, and the 
Key.” —Bernice Shuttleworth. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Wee Wisdom very much. I say The Prayer 
of Faith every evening.—Orazio Brentan. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you for two years, and shall never 
be without you, if I can help it. You are such a dear, helpful little book. You 
have taught me many lessons in Truth. My father is a railway agent, so we 
travel quite a lot. It usually makes me sick to ride on the train, but one time | 
took Wee Wisdom with me, and I wasn’t sick that time.—Shirley Sparkman. 

Dear Wees—lt is just lovely to read Wee Wisdom. I like all the stories 
and poems, but I like best of all the Bible Lessons, and ““The Garden, the Gate, 
and the Key.”” I have The Prayer of Faith on my bedroom wall, and I say 
it each morning. I give my old copies of Wee Wisdom to a friend.—Grace 
Lillian Burke. 

Dear Wees—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I like all the stories, but 
my favorite is Magic Pillows. I am sending a little poem which I wrote: 

The dear God, the good God, makes the stars in the heavens at night; 

The dear God, the good God, helps us all to be happy and bright. 

—Dorothy Haggitt. 

Dear Wees—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. As soon as I come home 
from school, I read it. I like ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” best.— 
Joe B. Rudolf. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all the stories in Wee Wisdom, but I like 
“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” best of all. I am so glad when it is 
time for you to come. I am giving the little magazines that I have read, to 
some little orphan children.—Jacqueline E. Thompson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much; I think there is no other maga- 
zine like you. I like you all, but I like ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” 
Magic Pillows, the letters, and The Prayer of Faith, best. I read you from 
cover to cover, every time you come; I wish that you would come every day. 
—Lula Storey. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like “Peter Pan,” “The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” and The Prayer of Faith, best.—Virginia 
Dark. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for about five months. I 
like you very much. [ like best, The Prayer of Faith and the Puzzle Page.— 
Leona Robinson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading you very much. [ like best of all, 
Blanche’s Corner and Busy Sunbeams.—Una Jean Minto. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like best the story, “Lucy 
Lee Knows a Lovely Gift.’”—Margaret L. Nail. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I just started taking you in January, and | enjoy 
you very much. [I like the Booster letters best. My mother takes Unity 
Magazine.—Eveline Blumenthal. 

Dear Unity—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I like to clean up 
mother’s house, and then sit down to read Wee Wisdom. I am trying to learn 
all I can. Easter Sunday, we had a program at our Sunday school, and I read 
The Prayer of Faith. I was told it was the best on the program. I like best 
“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key” and “A Trip Through Unity Build- 
ings.” —Ada B. Battle. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—How glad I am to have you! I like best, ““The 
Garden, the Gate, and the Key” and the Puzzle Page. You always cheer me! 
Since I have been reading you, I get better grades in my spelling, arithmetic, 
drawing, and reading.—Edward Kelly. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—l love all your stories so much that I can’t say which 
I like best. I wish that you would come every week instead of every month.— 
Roxie M. Willis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much. I like best, “Peter Pan,” 
“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ and Magic Pillows. A friend of mine 
sends you to me, and I am very glad when you come.—Jane Boatright. 

My dear Wee Wisdgm—What a dear little friend you are to me! I love 
you so much! I like the story, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key;”’ it 
teaches a beautiful lesson and is put in such beautiful form. My mother takes 
gy fe I like to look through the letters from children in this magazine.—Esther 

. Lee. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for a long time, and I am 
very glad I have you. I was sick, but I read Wee Wisdom and was well in 
two days. I like “‘Peter Pan,’ Magic Pillows, and Young Authors’ best.— 
Isabel Kettering. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI get you every month, and I like you fine. [| like 
the stories and poems and the handicraft lessons.—Paul Slaughter. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you a long time, and I love you 
very much. I cannot tell you which part I like best, they are all so good. I 
like the Wees’ letters very much.—Alice Shinn. 

Dear Secretary—My grandmother gave Wee Wisdom to me for a Christ- 
mas gift. I like it very much. I read every word that is in it, each month. | 
enjoy the Booster letters.—Harriet Kranebell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading you very much. [ like “Peter Pan,” 
“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks, Puzzle Page, 
and Magic Pillows.—Azel Martin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am always glad to get my Wee Wisdom; I get lots 
of pleasure from reading it. I always read the Booster letters, and like them 
very much.—Mary Wrana. 

Wees WHo WisH To CorRESPOND WITH OTHER WEEs: 


Alice Shinn, 427 N. Monroe st., Pittsfield, Ill.; Harriet Kranebell, 224 
First ave. N., Albert Lea, Minn.; Azel Martin, RFD route 1, Gashland, Mo.; 
Irene Stokes, 5345 Eleventh st., Los Angeles, Calif.; Eveline Blumenthal, 1605 
S. Fourth st. W., Missoula, Mont.; Eva Lee Winters, San Diego, Tex.; 
Elizabeth Hunter, 1467 Van Buren st., Jacksonville, Fla.; Edith Gentry, 
box 127, Huachuca, Ariz.; Audrey Wallhaus, 3506 W. Pico, Los Angeles, 
Calif.; Orazio Brentan, Marshan, Tangier, Morocco; Minnie Johnson, RFD 
route 4, Remus, Mich. 
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New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB: 

Alice Shinn, Pittsfield, Ill.; Genevieve A. Joyce, Whitefish, Mont.; Paul 
Slaughter, Athens, Ga.; Harriet Kranebell, A!bert Lea, Minn.; Ada B. Battle, 
Rocky Mountain, N. C.; Charles B. Johnson, jr., San Antonio, Tex.; Joe 
B. Rudolf, Cincinnati, Ohio; Eulalie Farrar, Wheatland, Wyo.; Pauline and 
Madelyn Ravell, Denver, Colo.; Hume Lewis, Los Molinos, Calif.; Shirley 
Hopkins, Los Molinos, Calif.; Richard Hopkins, Los Molinos, Calif.; Thomas 
Sears, Los Molinos, Calif.; Mary Horner, Los Molinos, Calif.; Billy Horner, 
Los Molinos, Calif.; Shirley Sparkman, Quesnel, B. C., Can.; Miriam Bellah, 
Los Angeles, Calif.; Bessie Sheel, Portland, Ore. 

Wees WuHo Ask THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEEs: 

Roxie M. Willis, health for grandfather; Alice Shinn, school work and 
health; Ella Furchbrich, school work; Edward Volk, health and school work; 
Elizabeth Hunter, health; Shirley Sparkman, music and health; Thelma Mills, 
health; Francis Haushammer, health; Minnie Johnson, health for mother, 


WHAT TO SAY 
R. BETE 


When you attend some gathering, 
Don’t sit. distrait and dumb, 

And long for some important thought, 
And wait for it to come. 


The simple word is quite enough; 
But you must heedful be, ‘ 


That what you say is cheerful, dear, 
And from unkindness free. 


Unfailing good 
4 Through all my 


\ days, 
Inspires my heart 
To speak God's 
praise. 
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LOVE 


HELEN KAGEL 
St. Louis, Mo. 


The love of God so pure and true, 
The love God gives to me and you, 
The love that God so freely gives, 


Is the love that will forever live. 


GOD'S HELP 
Gxiapys Jones (12 years) 
Forest Grove, Ore. 


Once there were two little girls who were always quarreling. 
Their names were Margaret and Mary Smith. One day they were 
quarreling over two pieces of candy. Margaret wanted two pieces 
and Mary wanted two pieces. Their mother was very nice. She came 
in, and was very much grieved because her little girls were quarreling. 
Finally, she prayed to God to help her, and he did. He taught the 
little girls to be good. Now they are kind to each other and never 
quarrel. They are also kind to other people. 


SPRING 
Murcatroyp (15 years) 
Brierfield, Lancashire, England. 


Spring comes along in a dress of green, 
Her face all a wreath of smiles, 

Pausing here, 

Pausing there, 
To wake the flowers from their winter’s sleep. 
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SNOWFLAKES 


HELENA L. TayLor (10 years) 
Chester, Pa. 

See the little snowflakes fall, 

All in different shapes and pretty, 
See them fall! 

Softly tapping on the window pane, 

Not at all so noisy as the rain. 

They are happy and jolly, 

And they make you as rosy as holly. 

One is like a flower, 

One is like a star, 

Nothing is so beautiful, 

And nothing will they mar. 


MARY AND HER KITTEN 
AppisoN McCuur_e (11 years) 
Cynthiana, Ky. 
Once oe was a little kitten that was lost and could not find its 
way home. It wanted very much to go home to its little mistress, Mary. 
While Mary was sitting on the porch crying for her kitten, her 
mother came home. Her mother asked Mary why she was crying. 
Mary said: 
“My little kitten is lost, and I can’t find her. I don’t think I 
shall ever see her again.” 
“Oh! don’t talk that way, Mary. Come, let us ask God if he 
won’t find the kitten.” 
“Oh! Mother, I never thought of that way.” 
So Mary went to her room, and while she was praying, her mother 
called to her and said, 
“*Mary, there is your kitten out in the yard.” 
Z After that, Mary never forgot to pray when she had lost any- 
ing. 
Let us all be like Mary. 


THE COMING OF SPRING 
HarrieT H. MELKA (15 years) 
St. Louis, Mo. 
The breath of violets fills the air; 
Roses are nodding everywhere; 
The joy of spring fills every heart; 
now, dear Winter, we must part. 
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THE FAIRY SCHOOL 
RoBERT SHORT 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


The fairy stream goes trickling on, 
Down into the fairy spirit’s pool. 

The little elves are dancing along, 
Into the fairy school. 

They learn to do magical things, 
And paint just like Jack Frost. 

They play about almost all day, 
And never a one gets lost. 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them. } 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


God is my help in every need; 
God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my All, I know no fear, 

Since God and Love and Truth are here. 
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THE SHOWER 


The sun was hot and bright, 
and then a heavy cloud came over 
the sky. 


I went out to help Mother 
drive the hens and the little chick- 
ens into the coops. 

Pretty soon, it grew dark, and 
there was thunder and lightning. 
Mother and I stood at the kitchen 
window, wishing that Daddy would 
hurry in from the field. 
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Then we saw him coming. He 


had Nell and Bell trotting, and he 
was running, to keep up. They all 
dashed into the barn, just as the 
large drops began to fall. 


But Mother and I knew that 
they were safe, and so we were 


glad. 
3 4a 
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A RECEIPT FILE 


I wonder how many of us have ever thought of how many things 
our mothers really have to know, in order to prepare our meals for 
us, every day. They not only have to know how to prepare the meals, 
but they have to understand how to plan them so that we may be fed 
the variety of foods which our bodies seem to require. 

We are glad to see that, in this new age, people are finding out 
that the simple foods are really the best for them. The fruits, nuts, 
salads, and easily prepared vegetables seem to be best for us, and 
many of us are proving that our minds and bodies can work better 
and play better, if we eat these foods. Just think, too, how much 
nicer it is for our mothers to have most of their time for other work, 
and for rest, instead of 
spending the greater 
part of their time over 
a hot kitchen stove, as 
so many mothers have 
done in the past. 

All of us want to 
do what we can to 
lighten Mother’s work. 
So this month we are 
going to learn how to 
make a little card file 
box, in which she may 


file her vegetarian 
cooking receipts. This 
‘ will help her to save 


time in her daily work, 
by always having a number of her favorite receipts and menus filed in 
an orderly way, so that she can refer to them instantly. 
The box is made in a size to accommodate the 4x6 file cards 
which may be purchased in nearly any store which handles office 
supplies. 
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Of course, just ordinary sheets of blank paper, cut to the desired 
size, will serve the purpose very well, or cards may be made of a very 
lightweight cardboard, or of bristol board. 

The receipts may be clipped and pasted on the cards, or written 
directly on the cards with pen and ink, or with the typewriter. 

The index cards should be made according to the diagram, the 
little piece containing the wording being three eighths of an inch 


TOP SECTION 


SIDES 


— 


ENDS 
BOTTOM SECTION 


65 > 


BASE | SIDES 


INDEX CARDS 


J 


higher than the 4x6 card. These cards should then be labeled, for 
salads, desserts, soups, sandwiches, etc., and all receipts filed ac- 
cordingly. 

The box is made of wood, one quarter inch thick, and is made 
in two sections, which will be referred to as the top section and the 
bottom section. 

After these sections are completed, they are fastened together 


! 
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with very small hinges. While attaching the hinges, a very thin 
piece of cardboard should be placed between the two sections, to 
separate them far enough to keep the hinges from binding. 

BOTTOM SECTION 

The baseboard is six and one eighth inches long, and three and 
one half inches wide. The two side pieces are each six and five 
eighths inches long, and three and five eighths inches high. 

The two end pieces are each three and one half inches wide, 
and three and five eighths inches high. The end pieces should be 
nailed to the baseboard first, using small brads or nails, and then the 
side pieces fastened on. ‘The entire box will be strengthened if glue 
is put between the joints before nailing them together. 

TOP SECTION 

The construction of the top section is practically the same as that 
of the lower section. 

The top board is six and one eighth inches long, and three and 
one half inches wide. 

The two side pieces are each six and five eighths inches long, 
and one and one half inches high. 

The two end pieces are each three and one half inches wide, and 
one and one half inches high. 

These pieces are fastened together the same as the pieces in the 
lower section. 

The box, when completed, ‘should be well sandpapered, and 
stained or varnished. It looks well finished in oak or mahogany. 

A little box of this kind will be of great assistance in helping 
Mother to maintain order in her kitchen work. We are learning that 
when order and harmony become established in our daily work and 
play, it helps to establish Divine Order and harmony in our whole lives. 

This is as our loving Father in heaven would have it be, and so 
in this way, simple as it may seem, we are helping to establish the 
kingdom of heaven on earth. And at the same time, we are helping 
to establish the kingdom of heaven within us by becoming more pa- 
tient, loving, and kind, through the little worth while things which 
we do daily. 
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PRAISE AND THANKS 


When a friend is kind to us, we like to praise him for his kind- 
ness. When a friend gives us something which we have been wanting 
very much, we say, 

“Oh! thank you. That is just what I have been wanting, and | 
shall be very happy with it.” 

fter we have spoken our praise and thanks for a’ kindness, 
we have a feeling of freedom and joy which we did not have before. 
That is because we have expressed our true natures. 

We have a great Friend who is always being kind to us; bis gives 
us all the good things we need. Our great Friend is always giving 
to us. When we are awake, some of his gifts are joy in our play- 
mates, out-of-door games, food, ability to learn at school. When we 
are asleep, some of his gifts to us are greater growth of body, growth 
of mind, rest, restored strength. 

We could never name all the gifts which our great Friend is pre- 
senting to us, all the while. He has many gifts for us, of which we 
have not yet heard; he will give us these, when we have wisely used 
what he has now given to us, and are really thankful for what we have 
received. 

All the kindnesses and all the gifts that come to us, really come 
from God, the great Friend. When we praise and thank any one for 
good deeds and pleasant gifts, we must not forget to thank God, who 
created the good things. 

We praise and thank God for the many priceless treasures which 
only he can give. Our praise and thanks increase our blessings. Here 
is a picture of the way praise and thanks work for us: 

We have a garden, in a country where no rain falls, and where 
all the moisture for crops is received by irrigation from a lake of sweet, 
clear spring water. There is already a small irrigation ditch from the 
lake to our garden, but it is not large enough to bring to us all the water 
we need. 

Praise and thanks are the tools with which we work on the 
ditch, making it wider and deeper, so that more water flows in for use 
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in our garden. As we keep on using our tools, the flow of water in- 
creases, and we can cultivate more of our ground. If we keep this up, 
some day we shall be able to make beautiful things grow in every part 
of our garden. 

And the lake loves to pour out its crystal waters, to make our 
gardens fairer and sweeter in the eyes of the great Friend, who gives 
and gives and gives to us. 


FLAG MAKERS 


When Franklin K. Lane was secretary of the Department of the Interior, 
he made a speech to his fellow workers, in Washington, D. C., on Flag Day, 
1914. This is what he said: . 


This morning, as I passed into the Land Office, The Flag 
dropped me a most cordial salutation, and from its rippling folds I 
heard it say: 

“Good morning, Mr. Flag Maker.” 

“beg your pardon, Old Glory,” I said. “Aren’t you mistaken? 
I am not the president of the United States, nor a member of Congress, 
nor even a general in the army. I am only a government clerk.” 

“T greet you again, Mr. Flag Maker,” replied the gay voice. 
“T know you well. You are the man who worked in the swelter of 
yesterday straightening out the tangle of that farmer’s homestead in 
Idaho; or perhaps you found the mistakes in that Indian contract in 
Oklahoma; or helped to clear that patent for the inventor in New 
York; or pushed the opening of that new ditch in Colorado; or made 
that mine in Illinois more safe; or brought relief to the old soldier in 
Wyoming. No matter whichever one of these beneficent individuals 
you may happen to be, I give you greeting, Mr. Flag Maker.” 

I was about to pass on, when The Flag stopped me with these 
words: 

“Yesterday the President spoke a word that made happier the 
future of 10,000,000 peons in Mexico; but that act looms no larger on 
the flag than the struggle which the boy in Georgia is making to win 
the Corn Club prize this summer. 

“Yesterday the Congress spoke a word which will open the door 
of Alaska; but a mother in Michigan worked from sunrise until far 
into the night, to give her boy an education. She, too, is making the 
flag. 

“Yesterday we made a new law to prevent financial panics, and 
yesterday, maybe, a school teacher in Ohio taught his first letters to a 
boy who will one day write a song that will give cheer to the millions 
of our race. We are all making the flag.” 
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“But,” I said, impatiently, “these people were only working.” 

Then came a great shout from The Flag. 

“The work that we do is the making of the flag. 

“T am not the flag; not at all. I am but its shadow. 

“TI am whatever you make me, nothing more. 

“T am your belief in yourself, your dream of what a people may 
become. 

“T live a changing life, a life of moods and passions, of heart 
breaks, and tired muscles. 

“T swing before your eyes as a bright gleam of color, a symbol of 
yourself, the pictured suggestion of that big thing which makes this 
nation. My stars and my stripes are your dream and your labors. 
They are bright with cheer, brilliant with courage, firm with faith, 
because you have made them so out of your hearts. For you are the 
makers of the flag, and it is well that you glory in the making.” 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FouULKS 


I suppose that all the Busy Sunbeams look, the very first thing, 
at the pictures that are with their lessons, and then wonder how the 
pictures are to be used. Well, it won’t take long to find out what we 


farther. 


_ are going to do with these everyday friends, if you will read a little 


Do you know what the word “outline” means? You could find 


Diegram1 


it in your dictionary, but I will try to make it even 
plainer than the dictionary would. To outline, 
means to make a line all around a thing. We are 
going to outline all around these little pictures that I 
have drawn for you, and then we are going to work 
them with a stitch called the outline stitch. It is an 
easy little stitch, and when we hear any one say that 
a thing is to be embroidered in the outline stitch, 
we know that it is something simple and easy to do, 
because there is no filling in to do, which takes so 
much time and patience. 

If you will look at diagram no. |, you will see 
that you follow the line, keeping your thread always 
at the left of the needle. You will see, too, that 
each time you take a stitch, you make it close to 


38 
4 
N 
_fi 
| 
4 
a 
i 
1 


WEE WISDOM 39 


the last one, and make it go back more than half the last stitch. This 
is a backstitch, and this little outline stitch is just one backstitch after 
another, but do not make them like your hop, skip, and jump—all 
lengths. Make them very 
even, each one the same 
length—as near as you can, 
I mean. We can try to be 
perfect in all of our work, 
can we not? And the try- 
ing will do a lot to make 
perfection show in our 

Diagram 2 work. So, before starting 
on your work, you might take a piece of cloth and mark a line on it, 
to practice this outline stitch. 

Suppose you first trace these little pictures on a piece of paper, 
so that you can keep your Wee Wisdom nice. The first one, which 
is diagram no. 2—the teapot and the cup and saucer——is to use on 
Mother’s dish towels, or on a little tablecloth—one you will use 
when you have a little tea party for Dolly Dear. 

_ What color of embroidery cotton do you want to use? Some will 
want red, some will want blue, so you may each make your own 
choice. You can use several threads of the kind you used before, 
or you can use one thread of a heavier kind. If you are going to 
embroider a towel, trace the design right in the middle of one end of 
the towel, just above the hem. 
If you are making a table cover, 
it would be nice to get some 
Indianhead, and hemstitch it 
all around, as you learned in 
your last lesson. Or you could 
lay a hem, and make the run- 
ning stitch all around in the 
same color of cotton that you 
are going to use to embroider. 

I wonder how many of 
you remember how to make a 
nice corner, like I showed you = 
in our very first lesson? And Diagram 3 
do you remember the running stitch? Yes; just a tiny stitch under- 
neath and a longer one on top, so that almost all of the color of the 
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floss shows. Just as simple as the outline stitch, 
is it not? 

Now that the cloth is all ready, trace the 
little design either across each corner, or on each 
side, right in the middle and just above the hem. 
Then make the outline stitch everywhere there is 
a line, and French knots where there are dots. 
Easy, isn’t it? These other two diagrams can 
be used in the same way. You can use them on 
your play dresses, aprons, bureau scarfs, a bed 
cover for Dolly Dear—well, there are just lots 
of places where they would look fine. It would 
be nice to use one of these designs on a bag. 
You could put your work in the bag and hang 
it on the porch or on a tree limb. Try it and 
see how handy it will be! 

This is easy work for the hot days of July, 
when the Busy Sunbeams find that the shade 


calls them to sit down and keep still. 
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WHAT THE BIRDS SAY 


Do you know what the birds say? The sparrow, the dove, 
The linnet and thrush say: “‘I love and I love!” 
In the winter they’re silent—the wind is so strong; 
What it says I don’t know, but it sings a loud song. 
But green leaves, and blossoms, and sunny warm weather, 
And singing, and loving—all come back together. 
But the lark is so brimful of gladness and love, 
The green fields below him, the blue sky above, 
That he sings, and he sings, and for ever sings he: 
“T love my love, and my love loves me!” 


—Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 


WHOLE DUTY OF CHILDREN 


A child should always say what’s true 
And speak when he is spoken to, 
And behave mannerly at table; 
At least as far as he is able. 
—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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Lesson 3, JULY 16, 1922. 


THE HANDWRITING ON THE WALL.—Daniel 5:1-31. 
GoLDEN TExT—God will bring every work into judgment, with every 
hidden thing, whether it be good, or whether it be evil_—Ecclesiastes 12:14. 
Belshazzar was a prince who was not very careful of his habits and 

his conduct. At a banquet to which he had called his advisers, a great 
deal of wine was served. After those present had partaken freely of the 
wine, Belshazzar ordered that the sacred vessels be brought from the temple, 
into the banquet hall. These vessels were filled with wine and passed 
around to the guests, who drank the wine and profaned the name of God. 
Belshazzar became intoxicated, and threw himself back among the cushions 
of his couch, to enjoy the revelries which were going on before him. Sud- 
denly there flashed before the king’s eyes that which almost caused his 
heart to cease beating. Just a little higher than his head, a hand appeared 
upon the side of the wall, and slowly began to move, writing a message 
in queer letters. The wall was white, and the letters stood out very plainly. 
When the writing was finished, the hand disappeared. The king was 
frightened nearly out of his senses, and he sent immediately for all those in 
his kingdom who he thought would be able to interpret the writing. But 
all the wise men failed him, and he became worried and excited. Finally, 
Daniel was brought before him. Belshazzar said to him: “If you will 
interpret this message for me, I will give you a robe of purple and a chain 
of gold for your neck, and I will make you the third ruler in the land.” 
But Daniel made it plain that he wanted no pay from the king; he wanted 
it clearly understood that God’s wonderful gifts cannot be bought and sold. 
He told Belshazzar that the writing meant that God was bringing Bel- 
shazzar’s kingdom to an end; that the king had been weighed in the bal- 
ance, and found wanting. You see, Belshazzar was a favorite with men, 
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but he was doing nothing for God; therefore his power was taken from him. 
Only those of us who are strong enough to withstand temptation, and who 
are loyal to God and who serve him before any one else or anything else, 
can expect to meet with permanent success. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell the story and what it means to you. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—!/ am satisfied with the 
substance of Spirit. 


Lesson 4, JuLy 23, 1922. 
DANIEL AND THE LIONS.—Daniel 6:1-28. 


GoLDEN TEXxT—Who through faith subdued kingdoms, wrought 
righteousness, obtained promises, stopped the mouths of lions.—Hebrews 
11:33. 

At the time of this lesson, Darius, the king, made a law at the request 
of his chief advisers; this law provided that any one in the kingdom who 
dared to turn, in prayer or supplication, to any one save the king, should 
be cast into a den of lions. By this law the king’s advisers hoped to destroy 
Daniel, whom the king greatly admired. Daniel was in the habit of praying 
to God, three times each day. He did not give up this practice because 
of the new law. He was discovered in prayer, and a report was made 
to the king. The king was displeased with the thing which his counselors 
had done, but he had made the law, and even he himself could not break 
it. But he prayed for Daniel in the best way that he knew. The king 
believed that Daniel would be saved by the God to whom he prayed. 
Daniel was cast into a den of lions, and a large stone was laid upon the 
mouth of the den. Daniel was left with no visible sign of protection. 
Daniel was not afraid, for he had the greatest weapons of defense that any 
man could have. His weapons were love and prayer; he knew how to 
pray and to whom to pray, and he had faith that God would deliver 
him. The king returned to his palace, and fasted and thought of Daniel 
all night. A wonderful thing was taking place in the king’s heart; he 
was really yearning to help Daniel, and could hardly wait until morning, 
to go to him, for he felt that in some’way Daniel would be saved. Upon 
seeing Daniel safe and unharmed, he asked him if God, whom he served 
continually, was able to deliver him. Daniel replied in a loving, kindly 
way, that God had saved him because he had harmed no one, and was 
innocent. Daniel escaped because he trusted God and believed in him. 
Best of all: The king proclaimed the worship of the true God throughout 
his kingdom. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 
Was it wrong for Daniel to disobey the king and to continue to pray 
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to God? No. We should never let any one influence us to neglect prayer. 

Is prayer as effective today as it was in Daniel’s time? Yes. We can 
be delivered every day from every trying experience, if we are constant 
in our prayers. 

Tell in your own way the good which resulted from Daniel’s having 
been cast into the lion’s den. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—God is able and willing 
to deliver me, and I trust him wholly. 


Lesson 5, JuLy 30, 1922. 
THE FIRST RETURN FROM EXILE.—Jeremiah 29: 10-14. 

GoLDEN TExT—We know that to them that love God all things 
work together for good.—Romans 8:28. 

Once upon a time, Jeremiah was led to prophesy that the spirit of 
the Lord would visit the people of Babylon, and cause them to return to 
Jerusalem. ‘This came to pass. Cyrus, the king of Persia, received an 
inspiration from the Lord, which led him to call all the Jews of his vast 
kingdom, and to give them permission to return to Jerusalem, so that they 
could rebuild the temple of the Lord there. He called upon the people to 
help one another with offerings of money, clothes, horses, conveyances, and 
all other things that might be needed for the journey. He also called upon 
those who could do so, to give freewill offerings for the building of this 
temple, and for the Lord’s work. The people responded readily and hap- 
pily, and the start was a joyful one. These people were weary of exile. 
They yearned for their home, just as you and I would yearn for home, if we 
had been away for a long time, and they worked together joyfully and har- 
moniously. Those who could not return, were willing to give help to those 
who were going. ‘This showed a spirit of codperation. We sometimes 
think that, if we cannot do a thing ourselves, we cannot help in any way. 
Many good enterprises fail because of lack of codperation among those 
interested. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What experience do we have similar to the Jews’ returning to Jerusalem 
to rebuild the temple? Perhaps we have wandered away from the con- 
sciousness of God’s wonderful spirit of health dwelling in our body temples, 
and so the temples have suffered from weakness or illness. Then the Spirit 
of God calls us to come to him and to receive the thoughts of life, health, 
strength, peace, and wholeness, which will rebuild the temple. We must 
bring our thought people all together and return to Jerusalem (City of 
Peace), and begin the wonderful work of rebuilding the temple, and so 
make it fit for the spirit of God to inhabit. 
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HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSSON—My body is the temple 
of the living God, and it is whole and perfect. 


Lesson 6, Aucust 6, 1922. 
THE TEMPLE REBUILT AND DEDICATED.—Ezra 3:1— 
6:22. 

GoLpEN TExT—My soul longeth, yea, even fainteth for the courts 
of Jehovah.—Psalms 84:2. 

For a long time, the people of Israel worked faithfully at the re- 
building of the temple. We are told that the work was greatly hindered 
by “the adversaries of God’s people.” But the Israelites had taken a long 
journey, and had endured many hardships, in order to complete this work. 
They did not give up. They kept faithfully at their posts, until the temple 
was completed. And then what a joy day they had! They sang and 
shouted and praised and gave thanks. Praise formed a large part of the 
religion of Israel, just as it should form a large part of every religion. God 
never meant any one to go about with a long face, with an “excuse me 
for living” sort of expression. God is Joy, and if we are his children, we 
must express joy in ourselves. The Israelites loved God, and so they loved 
his house, and were delighted to see it restored. Have we that sort of 
feeling about God’s temple—our own bodies? Are we careful always to 
keep our thoughts clean, bright, and happy, so that they may build that 
kind of temple for God to dwell in? Are we always patient with the 
thoughts which try to destroy the work which we have accomplished? 
It takes lots of courage to face sin, sickness, and disease, our adversaries; 
yet, with patient and persistent trying, there is not a reader of Wee Wisdom 
who is not strong enough to put them to flight. Nothing negative can, ever 
stand in the presence of Truth, any more than darkness can exist where 
there is sunshine. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell in your own way what you are doing to keep your own body 
temple a fit dwelling place for the spirit of God. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—The Lord is in his holy 
temple. 
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THREE-LETTER WORD SQUARE 


When the following three columns of three-letter words are placed 
in their proper order, the first letters of the first column, the second let- 
ters of the second column, and the third letters of the third column, 
read downward, will spell a sentence which Truth children love. 

First Column: a diamond or an emerald; our waking time; a 
night bird; the life of the tree; a weapon; to put into water; something 
to write with; not new; strange, curious. 

Second Column: To find a sum; a poisonous snake; 2000 
pounds; a measure of time; a part of a bridle; a boy’s plaything; a kind 
of short poem; a fallen tree; found in a nest. 

Third Column: A number; a relative pronoun; the song of a 
dove; something to carry things in; a boy’s pet; a covering for seeds; 
a long, narrow snowshoe; a cover; a vapor. 


CONUNDRUM 
What boy in the Bible had no parents? 


ANSWERS TO JUNE PUZZLES 


BIBLICAL EQUATIONS 
Adam. 


Cain (cane). 
Dorcas (door case). 


ENIGMA 
“‘Love never faileth.”” 
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BEE-WARE 


The whole countryside is a heaven of sweetness this morning, for 
they are cutting the alfalfa. The clatter of the mowing machines has 
driven away the army of bees who have been busy for days, searching 
the hearts of the blossoms. It is a joy to watch the bees at work. 
They so expertly penetrate the center of the bloom, and gather the 
nectar. 

But Son has rather lost interest in the study of bees. It hap- 
pened this way: 

The other day we were visiting a neighbor who keeps bees. Son, 
who had, up to that time, been very much interested in bees and their 
ways, became inquisitive. He went so far as to stick his little pug 
nose into one of their homes. A bee—equally inquisitive—came out 
and settled gently on his nose. Now it is true that if one be calm and 
quiet, bees will seldom sting. In fact, if one be sufficiently gentle, it is 
possible to stroke a bumble bee, and he will like it. 

On the other hand, if one become excited and noisy, the bees 
will feel the unrest, and become excited too. 

Some years ago, Son’s grandfather had a small red-haired 
daughter, who was-of an inquiring turn of mind. They too had neigh- 
bors who kept bees, and one day when the honey was being taken from 
the hive, the small daughter stood watching. Son’s grandfather, going 
home from the office, saw the red head among a swarm of bees. He 
became alarmed and called to her to come out of there before she 
got stung. He waved his arms, to give emphasis to his remarks. At 
any rate, his gestures served to anger a bee, who stung him on the ear. 
The small daughter, standing quietly in the midst of the bees, was 
unharmed: Ever since that day, the daughter of Son’s grandfather 
has enjoyed explaining to her father, that in dealing with bees, one 
must be poised and calm. 

Sonny knew all this, and I am sure, intended to act accordingly. 
The alighting of the bee, however, was so unexpected as to startle him. 
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He moved his hand briskly to brush it off, and the bee—quite ‘as briskly 
—sat down. As Son’s daddy aptly remarked: 

““A bee may alight on one without causing any pain; but when 
he sits down, that is serious.” 

His son quite agrees with him. He really goes so far as to say 
that he is conducting no rest room for tired bees, and that if he knows 
it, he will never let another bee get close enough to sit down on him. 

He says that bee-ware is good. Of course it is good! It’s honey. 


EVENING PRAYER 


Lucy E. RocHE 
Now I lay me down to sleep; 
I pray the Lord my soul to keep. 
Ever within me does he dwell, 
Ready. to keep me safe and well. 
Oh! may I trust his love for me, 
And rest in sweet security. 


EYES 
ANN RoeE-ANDERSON 


Eyes of hazel, brown, or blue; 
Eyes of black, or gray, 
Let the light of love shine through; 
See the good each day. 
Eyes that smile, and lips that laugh, 
Cut the daily task in half— 
Make of it just play. 
Eyes of hazel, brown, or blue, 
Eyes of black, or gray, 
When the light of love shines through 
Every one is gay. 


THE UNITY PROSPERITY BANK 


You little people know that there is enough air for everybody. 
All that you have to do is to breathe, and the deeper you breathe, the 
more air you draw into your lungs. Well, just as there is enough air 
and sunshine for every one, so is there enough of every good thing that 
you can need or want. 

Most grown people have forgotten that God has provided the 
best of everything for us, and enough of it; so they have looked outside 
of themselves for the good things of life; in doing so, they have lost 
the good that is for them. 

The Unity grown folks are now training their minds back to 
the knowledge that God has everything good ready for their use, if 
they will only see it that way. They are using a little helper for this 
purpose, called the Prosperity Bank. 

When mother has a cape, little daughter has to have a cape, too. 
And isn’t it every boy’s ambition to have a watch like father’s? Now, 
you should have a little Prosperity Bank, in which you can save your 
pennies for subscriptions to Wee Wisdom, just as the grown-ups are 
saving for Unity and Weekly Unity subscriptions. 

You can learn, day by day, that God will give you every good 
thing; and, at the same time, you can save your pennies, nickels, and 
dimes to send Wee Wisdom to a little friend. 

Below is a blank, which you can either fill out yourself, or have 
some older person fill out for you. 


Unity ScHoot oF CHRISTIANITY, 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Please give me your special prayers for increased Prosperity, and 
according to the Plan, send a child Bank, in which I agree to save 
$1.00, the amount necessary to pay for sending Wee Wisdom to the 
following name. I will send you the subscription price within ten 
weeks after receipt of Bank. 


Name 
Address 
City. 
State 

Name of Sender 
Address 

City 
State 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 
Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Missouri 


+ 
| | 
= 
| | 
= 
| 
j 
| 
| | 
j = 
| | 
| | 
= = 
| 
= 
| 
| | 
! = 
| 
= = 
= = 
| | 
| | 
= 
! 
| | 
! 
j 
= 
| | 
! = 
= 
| | 
| 
| 
| 
! 
‘ = 
| 
| | 
| 
= = 
| | 
q | 
| = 
| 
| 
> 


LA 


Tales to tell under July sky: 

Stories of bravery and courage 
high; 

Songs of freedom, when stars 
shine bright 

In the wonderful hush of the 
July night; 

Memories of things that have 
come to be, 

Because men felt their right to 
be free; 

Remembrance that freedom in 
God's garden grows— 

These are the gifts that July be- 


stows. 
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MORNING 
When first the sun 


Peeps in at me, 


I praise the Lord 
That I am free. 


NOON 


All day my heart 
Sings joyfully, 
or I'm God's 


child. 


I know I'm free. § 


I go to sleep 
So peacefully. 

How glad I am 
Just to be free! 
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